110                       Honore de Balza
G
What have I done that last evenii my dear, beloved Eve? Do you fo] last hope in life? I don't speak of timents, you are more than all that 1 trample under your feet all the hoj word? You doubt one who loves lights; to whom to feel you is delir loves you in ceternum, and you do n<
0   my  love! you  play  very ligh chose to have, and which, moreovei you with an entire devotion which ] you if you had not demanded it.    ] did wish for it.
1 love you with too much constanc should not be mortal to me.    Mon you the secrets of my life, and you such unlimited confidence, to spare 1 the torture of such doubts.    You h and the day you withdraw that ado will know the reason of what becom*
My beloved Eve, I commit extra gance. It is impossible to think o: It is not a desire, though I have full pleasure more keenly than other n renders me stupefied at times; r breathe your air, to see you, and me eternal memories of beauty.u! my love, I am afraid that step of y< (your visit to my room) may be ill taken, and that exposed the two letters.    For other reasons, Mon D\ certainly, I wanted to see you here!    I have such i to cure my cold that if I go out it cannot be till evening.
